Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
"You are all against me. I have given you everything,
yet you cry for more. Well, your eternal wrangling has
done one good thing: it has crystallized my determination.
Frenchmen want no republic. Like all my brawling rela-
tives,, they need a strong hand, an emperor and an estab-
lished dynasty. So long as I am merely an elected ruler,
all Europe will continue to shoot at me from ambush, try
to stab me, blow me up, as they did on the rue Nicaise.
Each day a fresh proof of plots by their hired assassins
is brought to me,
"And," he added with sarcasm, not unmixed with hurt,
"my brothers want thrones, my sisters diadems., to play
with. Eh Hen, you shall have them!"
The last straw came when Joseph and Lucien under-
took to upset Louis, who was supposedly safe in the Beau-
harnais faction since his marriage with Hortense and the
birth of his son. Louis from his study of mortality and
the pharmacopoeia seemed to have passed on some of the
very diseases guarded against in that horrendous tome,
for the little Charles Napoleon, born in 1802 and now
two years old, was a squawling and croupy infant. Never-
theless Napoleon had announced his intention of naming
the child as his successor to the consulship, which in a
month or so would mean the throne. The moping Louis
had been indifferent to the honor; but when Joseph and
Lucien placed a different construction upon it, he showed
unusual spirit.
"Will you stand meek under such an affront?" said the
two brothers. "Napoleon has made you inferior to your
son." And locking his arms in theirs, before he had time
to reflect, they haled him off to the palace, into which he
stormed.
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